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Nick Carter's London Mystery; 


OR, THE 


Wrongs and Vengeance o of a Beautifnl Woman. 


By the Author of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
A NIGHT ADVENTURE IN LONDON. 


“T beg your pardon, sir; can you tell me where I am 2” 

The speaker touched Nick Carter’s arm. The great de- 
tective turned, and the twe men faced each other under 
the light of a London street-lamp. 

“Certainly,” said Nick ; “you are on the edge of Wands- 
worth Common.” 

The man glanced hastily at the piece of open land beside 
him. 

‘‘Wandsworth Common!” heexclaimed. ‘‘I ought to 
have known the place; and yet I thought that I was 
miles away.” 

‘‘Don’t you know how you got here ?” 

The stranger hesitated: The detective’s quick eye 
noted that the man was trembling violently. His face 
was pale with an excitement which he vainly strove to 
suppress. 

“Tt must be nearly morning, 
last question. 

“Twenty minutes past one,” 
his watch. 

“T thank you,” 
off. 

“ Hold on,” cried Nick. “You are in some sort of 
trouble. Let’s see if I can’t help you out.” 

“Tt is nothing, nothing. Iwas only anxious to know 
how I was to get back to town.” 

“ What part of town ?” 

“T lodge in Pall Mall.” 

‘‘Then you shall ride back with me. 
just around the corner.” 

The stranger leaned forward, and looked into Nick’s 
eyes. At the same time he muttered in the Greek 
language, which Nick understood perfectly : 


” he said, dodging Nick’s 


said the stranger, and began to move 


I have a carriage 


“Ts this some new trick? Have they repented of letting | 


me go?” 

Not a muscle of the detective’s face moved. Nobody 
eould have guessed that he understood the other’s words. 

“Come,” said Nick, laughing. “You have nothing to 
fear. A man with no money in his pocket is safe from 
everybody except the police.” 

‘‘How do you know I have no money ?” 

‘If you had, you’d have stopped the cab which just 
went by.” 

“You are right,” said the stranger, “I haven’t a shilling 
in my pocket. You see I was summoned from my home 
hastily——” 

‘“By people with no goed intentions, I should say.” 

“There again you are right; but how can you find out 
these things so easily ?” 

“Tt is a part of my business, and you may have reason 
to be glad of it before long.” 

“What do-you mean ?” 

“T mean just this: you are an honest man, but you 


replied Nick, looking at} 


‘drawn a revolver from his pocket. 


tre eee ee 
oe had dealings eA criminals this very night, and you 
still fear them.” 

“It is impossible that you should know that.” 

“Not at all. Who but criminals would decoy a man 
be his house, and leave him.miles away without a penny - 
in his pocket?, And as for your fear, I read it in your 
face. You have had some strange adventure. The thing 
you wish for most at this moment is advice.” 

“That is true, but——” 

“But Iam a stranger, you would say. Very well. 
me introduce myself. I am Nick Carter.” 

“Ts it possible! You are, then, the great detective from 
America, whose name has been in all the papers—the 
man who recovered General Amherst’s diamonds.” 

“T believe that my name has been mentioned in connec- 
tion with that affair,” said Nick, smiling. ‘That wasn’t 
my fault. The London police, with whom I had to work, . 
have strange ideas about keeping a secret.” 

“Mr. Carter,” cried the stranger, seizing Nick’s arm 
convulsively, “I will trust you. Here is a greater affair 
than that of the jewels. Here is an affair of life and 
death.” 

‘You possess the clew to a great crime?” 

ldos : 

‘“When was it done? To-night?” 

“Tt is being done to-night. It is not yet finished.” 

“What is the nature of the crime?” 

“‘A vast fraud, which I believe will end in murder.” 

Nick: kad kept the stranger walking as they talked. 
They now turned a corner, and approached Nick's car 
riage. 

“Get in,’ 
the street.” 

They entered the carriage. 

“Now tell me your story,” said the detective. 

“My name is Creon. Iam a Greek. I earn my living. 
by acting as interpreter in the courts and elsewhere. 

“T speak nearly all the modern languages, but am 
naturally best known as a Greek interpreter. 

“This evening, just as it was growing dark, a hand- 
somely dressed young man called at my lodgings, and re- 
quested my services in the ordinary way. He said thata 
matter of business was to be transacted between himself 
and a Greek who knew no English. 

“He wished me to come with him. There was nothing 
unusual in his request, except that he seemed to be ina 
great hurry. I arose, and followed him without a 
moment’s delay. 

“We found a carriage on the street. 
asked him how far we were going. 
replied ; and the carriage started. 

“After we had ridden about five minutes, I ventured to 
remark that the driver was taking us in a roundabout 
way. In fact, we were going straight away from Ken- 
sington. 

“*Don’t worry about that,” said my companion, in a 
rough tone, which contrasted strangely with his previous 
behavior. 

“Before I could recover from my surprise, he had 
Holding this in one 
hand, he raised ~ the segs of the carriage with the | 
sihier: 

“The windows were covered with paper, so that I could 
not see out.. A peculiar small lamp in one corner of the 
earriage gave a dim light—just enough for us to see each 
other’s movements. 


Let 


- aaid Nick. ‘‘Wecan talk better so than on 


When I saw it, I 
‘To Kensingten,’ he 
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“T was naturally alarmed, but I gathered all my cour- 
age and demanded to be set down from the carriage. 
The man laughed. 

“*T have taken some trouble to get you, Mr. Creon,’ 
said he, ‘and I certainly sha’n’t let you go until the busi- 
ness is over. — d 

“*You observe my curtains,’ he continued, pointing to 
the paper-covered windows. ‘I’m sorry for the necessity, 
but you'll have to put up with it. I might find it incon- 
venient if you were able to trace the course of this car- 
_ riage at some future day.’ 

“Certainly, Mr. Carter, I never shall be able to do so. 


The carriage soon began to turn to the right and then to) 
i your torture.’ 


the left in a way that bewildered me utterly. I soon had 


no idea in what direction I was going. 


‘After we had ridden two hours or more, the carriage | 
gave a peculiar jolt, and I guessed that we had left the) 


street for some private drive-way. 

“A minute or two later we stopped. The carriage-door 
was opened, and I got a glimpse of handsome grounds, 
shaded by great trees, and of the side of a fine house. 
That was all, for [ was instantly hurried into the main 
hall, which was perfectly dark. 

‘““Have you got him?’ asked a voice; and my com- 
panion replied in the affirmative. 

“He had me by the arm, and in a moment somebody 
else seized me upon the other side. I did not attempt to 
resist; it would have been useless. 

“T was led up a great flight of stairs, and then along an 
upper hall.. All was dark. 

“Suddenly a door was opened, and 
lighted room. They led me in. 

“Tt was a strange, old-fashioned room, finished in some 
sort of wood that was as black asebony.  « 

‘*A bed stood in one corner. A flat-topped writing-desk 
was in the middle. 

“Before the desk was a great black chair. If seemed to 
be made of the wood with which the walls were lined. It 
looked strong and heavy as iron. 

‘In this chair sat a tall man. 
to the chair. 

‘‘He was dreadfully thin and pale. 
signs of mental and bodily suffering, though I could not 
see it plainly because it was covered with a great many 
strips of black court-plaster. 

“These gave him a hideous and savage aspect. I judged 
that he must have been injured. I thought that, perhaps, 
his wounds had been received in the struggle which must 
have taken place when he was made a prisoner. 

“But afterward a more horrible suspicion came over 
me. It might be that these black strips covered the marks 
of torture. 


I saw a dimly 


“The figure in the chair glared at the two- men who 


came in with me, but not a word passed between them. 

““T forgot to tell you that the man who came to get me 
gave the name of Harrington. He was a large, powerful, 
and dark young man, with a rather handsome face. 

“The other party to the crime—whom I saw for the 
first time in this room—was small and of light complexion. 
His face was broad at the top and narrow at the jaws; 
-and sharp beyond anything I ever saw before. He looked 
more like a fox than a man. . 


|The fox became a hyena. 


He was lashed securely | 


His face showed | 


chair. Then he took from a drawer of the table an ordi- 
nary slate such as schoolboys use. 


KO Cig down, Mr. Creon,’ said he, ‘and write in Greek 
the questions which I shall dictate.’ : 

“The first question was, ‘How do you feel?’ and I shall 
never forget the expression with which it was uttered. 
From that moment I dreaded 
him as I never dreaded any man or beast before. 

“As directed, I first spoke the question in English and 
then in Greek, after which I wrote it on the slate in the 
latter language. 

“The man in the cnair replied to the question verbally, 
and afterward wrote his answer. It was: ‘I can endure 


‘‘My horror of the scene was so great that_I cannot 
accurately remember what followed. I know that the 
main purpose of the questigns which I put to that unhappy 
man had to do with a document which he refused to sign. 

“Again and again I was made to urge this upon him, 
but he refused. I threatened him with torturés which 
were not named, but which he seemed to understand. 

“A woman was referred to, but not by name. It was 
evidently some one whom the prisoner loved. 

‘For the rest, it was all about the signature; till at last 
the fox, losing his patience, struck the prisoner in the 
face, 

“Then the two men together dragged me out. As the 
door closed behind me, I heard a single word uttered by 
the wretch within. 

“The tone of his entreaty cut me to the heart. 
will wring in my ears as long as I live. 

“It was the Greek word which means ‘help !’ 

“That is the end of my story. You can guess how I 
was brought here in their closed carriage. 

“T was literally thrown out into the street, after being 
menaced with every sort of evil, if I dared to breathe a 
word about the night’s dark doings. 

“The carriage drove swiftly away. Scarcely knowing 
what I did, I stumbled across the open ground, and met 
you on this side. 

*“And now, Mr. Carter, though I know that you risk 
your own life and mine in going to the rescue of that un- 
fortunate stranger, I beg you to do so. They will kill me, 
if they can, for telling you the story; they will kill 
you——” 

“No, they won’t,” said Nick, “I’m hard to kill. And as 
for you, Mr. Creon, I’m inclined to think that you’d bet- 
ter die voluntarily.” 

“What!” —— 

“Oh, fora short time only! It’s a scheme I’ve got.” 

He put his head out of the cab window, and said to the 
coachman : 

“Drive back to town.” 


His cry 


CHAPTER II. 
NICK RUNS THE FOX TO EARTH, 


“Now let me explain,” said Nick, as the carriage 
started. “In my opinion this is a case where time ig 


-every thing. 


“Probably I could trace these men, and find that house 
But I should arrive too late. The 


“Tt was this creature who gave the commands which I in the ordinary way. 
afterward obeyed. 'man would have yielded.” 
‘‘Hirst, he loosed the right hand of the prisoner in the, “I do not believe that,” said Creon. ‘“‘If I thought sof 
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should have some hope for him. WhatIfear is that in| of these preparations ele him like the shadow of 
his obstinacy he will let them kill him before he signs| death. 


that paper.” “Now,” said Nick, when Chick had taken hie place AS 
“You are wrong there,” rejoined Nick. “His only safety | the watcher, ‘‘go to sleep, be Creon, and trust the re- — 
lies in refusing. If he signs, he’s a dead man.” mainder of the affair to me.’ 
“Why do you think so?” Nick was busy during the day with the newspapers and 


“Tt is clear enough. His signature is expected to throw | the police authorities. His labors were not in vain. The 
alot of money into the conspirators’ hands. Anybody | story was published, and the police officers of the district 


can see that. in which the crime was supposed to have been conumitisd, 
“But a signature obtained by force is of no value in|stood ready to corroborate it. 

law. Once free, he would contest it.” The trap, which Nick had so carefully set, was Sprung 
“They might keep him prisoner.” jabout seven o’clock in the evening. 


‘“Men so desperate as these have no prison but the} A person disguised as a gentleman called to see Mr. See 
grave. I repeat, if he signs he is doomed. Creon on business Nick received him. a 
“They will probably kill him in such a way as to make| The detective had no trouble at all in seeing with whom ae 
it appear that his death resulted from accident or disease. | he had to deal. It was evidently some cheap thuginthe | 
- And they will not delay long-about it.” pay of the chief conspirators. 
Creon, the interpreter, groaned with horror at theidea| ‘‘This settles the question of numbers,” said Nick to  . ' 
which Nick unfolded. himself. “Mr. Harrington and Mr. Fox are working this | 


“What can you do?” he asked. “It is impossible to find | 84me for themselves.” 
“You are right,” eaid Nick. “We must make them |P@'t well, but he was acting in the presence of too good a 


come to us.” critic. 
“They will not do that.” “Ts it possible,” said Nick, speaking with a slight for- 


“Let us see. The first step is to get a story into the|@is» accent, “that you bave not heard of the misfortune ae | 


papers to-day that you were found murdered and robbed | Which has befallen my friend ™ 


‘ 2 ‘& 9” 
on Wandsworth Common this morning.” You were a friend of his, then? 
“Yes, and an assistant. Iam also a Greek interpreter, 


If your business is pressing, perhaps I could serve you, — 
though I can think of nothing but my friend’s death.” 

Nick saw the visitor start at this offer. It aroused sus- 
picion, and that was what the detective expected. 

The fellow could not help seeing that this offer was just 
what mightbe expected in case Creon’s death was a fic- ~~ 
tion. From that instant the fellow was doubly determined 
to get at the bottom of the story. 

“The body was taken to an undertaker’s, I Suppose, cs 
said he, 

“No,” Nick replied, ‘it is in the next room.” 
“T have a foolish curiosity in such matters,” said the 


: visitor, trying very hard t> talk like a gentleman. 
“Nonsense. The sameman will not come. It will bel« Would you allow me to see the body 2” 


neither Harrington nor the gentleman whom we will caH 
Mr. Fox. It will be some third party to the scheme. 

“¥fe will call upon you in the ordinary way of business. 
He will be told that you are dead. He will ask to see your a trick of the police. | 
body, and will see it. oon he will go away satisfied i} But Nick led the way at once to the back room, and the i 
and I shall go with him.’ visitor followed, 

Throughout the remainder of the ride to Pall Mall, Nick| 14 had been Creon’s bedroom. The great ‘four-poster” 


tay 7 ? +O - ; ° . . . < me 
had all he could do to stir up Creon’s courage. The inter-| stood against the middle of the wall, opposite the door by 
preter was a timid man, and he feared the vengeancs of| which they entered 


“You mean to shield me by this story. But they are too 
shrewd. They will suspect a trick.” 

“That’s just what I want them to do.” 

““T don’t understand.” 

“They will say, ‘The interpreter has told his story to 
the police, and this is a ruse to keep him from our ven- 
geance,’ 

‘But for all that, they will not be. sure that the story is} 
not true. They will wish to satisfy themselves about it. 
They will come to your lodgings.” 

**T should think that would be running too great a risk. 
This man who called Huse Harrington would know that 
I would recognize him.’ 


Nee ee ae 


c= 


“T see no objection. Come this way.” 
The rascal was evidently taken by surprise. He had 
practically made up his mind that the whole business was. 


his mysterious clients. The outline of a human form was visible. A sheet en- 
3ut Nick’s was the master-mind. He controlled the tirely covered the motionless body. 

weaker spirit of Creon, and at length developed something} When they reached the side of the bed, Nick drew 

like courage in him. away the sheet from the face. 

Day was breaking when they arrived atCreon’s lodg-| There it lay, pale and calm, as in death, 
ings. There everything was done exactly as it would have} The criminal’s emissary was staggered. Nick saw in 
been if Creon’s dead body had been brought home in that| his face that he began to believe the whole story. 
carriage. Here was the place to put in a ‘“‘clincher.” 

Chick, the great detective’s right-hand man, was| Nick laid his hand on the forehead of the “dead man.” — 
picked up on the way, and he acted the part of a phy-| He did it to suggest that test to the man. 
sician. A man can counterfeit the appearance of death easier Se 

Creon was earried up to his bachelor lodgings, and laid }than its chill. Touch is the sense that can be relied on. ee 

~ upon his bed. Chick, as the physician, departed ; but re-| Seeing is believing, but feeling is the naked truth. 
turned as a watcher beside the dead. | In this case, however, Nick had arranged a deception 
The interpreter lay in a cold sweat. The awful realism’ for the hand as well as for the eye, 
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very fast. 
duces cold. 


Evaporation, as every schoolboy eEOMS, pro 


Nick’s little experiment almost froze Creon’s forehead, 


The detective’s own hand, when he laid it on Grcon: Sithrew its light upon the polished floor, 
brow, was wet with a sort of ether, which evaporates| oaken steps of the gre 


se eee ee es ee ee ee eee 
and upon the 
at staircase at the rear. 
A man stood at the foot of this staircase. 
nized him instantly by Creon’s description. 
“T have run the Fox to earth,” said he to himself. 


Niek recog. 


but as the Greek was rendered insensible by drugs, he felt 


no pain. 
fellow laid his in the same place. 


No sooner had Nick removed his hand than the 


He started back, and paled a little, for me felt the chill} 


- of death itself. 


CHAPTER III. 


Without a moment’s delay in that chamber he led the 


way back to the room which they had left. 


Now came the hardest part of Nick’s task. How was he 


THE VICTIM OF TORTURE. 


to accompany this man on his return to the Ey Shor pus 


house. 


“Who is this man?” exclaimed the Fox, with an oath, 


Of course, he might follow the man himself, but thig|S*iding toward Nick. 


was risky. 
into the house. 
to study the secret of it to the best advantage. 


“There’s something peculiar about this case,” said|2°t the interpreter.” 


Nick, when they were alone in the larger room. 

“What do you mean ?” 

“Didn’t you read the story in the papers?” 

oe No. 9% 

“Of course not; you didn't know anything aboué it. 
Well, the papers make it a case of robbery.” 

““Wasn’t it?” 

“T have a different theory.” 

“What is if?” 

Nick appeared to hesitate. 

“Perhaps I have said enough,” he muttered at last. 
“Yow re a stranger to me.” — 

“What do the police think of your theory, whatever it 
is?” 

“‘T haven’t told anybody anything about it.” 

At this answer the detective saw his visitor's heavy 
jaw close with decision. 

“‘T’ve done the trick,” said Nick to himself. 
to worm my suspicions out of me, but not here. 
take me to his masters.” 

“You said, I believe, that you were also a Greek inter- 
preter,” said the crook, after a pause. 

“am,” 

“On second thought, if you will come with me, I will 


“ He’ll try 
He'll 


- put the business into your hands which I intended for 


Mr Creon.” = 
“At such a time——” 


“You can do no good by remaining here. I will pay 


you well for your work, and it will not take long.” 


“Tn that case, I will go.” 
They left the house at once. 
brought them to a carriage which was waiting. They got 


_in, and the driver whipped up his horses. 


~ Then Creon’s experience was duplicated. Nick's com- 
panion drew a revolver. He pulled up the paper-covered 
windows. . 

Nick, outwardly protesting, but inwardly delighted at 
the success of his stratagem, was whirled away toward 
the mysterious mansion, the scene of Pramdayent and. 


~ murderous conspiracy. - 


It was a long way, and tne driver avidentty took the 
crookedest route, but they arr ived at last. _ 
Nick was hustled out-of the carriage. and into the 


“main hall of the house. : 
It was not dark, as if had been when Creon was ushered . 
in. A great chandelier hanging from the lofty ceiling 


It would not secure him a peaceable entrance 
He must be willingly admitted in order the tall young man called Hatrington 


A few minutes’ walk| 


“What's the matter?” said a deep voice, and Niek saw 


“Jim has brought the wrong man. You villain, this ig 


“T know it,” said Jim, calmly. “Creon ig dead. I have 
seen his corpse, and touched it.” 

‘‘Then the story was true.” 

“*Yes.” 

“But who is this?” 

‘A pal of the interpreter’s. He knows too much for his 
own good, so I brought him here to get him out of the 
way. Hespeaks Greek, and may be useful.” 

‘Do you understand Greek ?” meet the Fox of Nick. 

‘“‘Perfectly.” 

“Do you understand this?” 

As he asked the last question, he walked up to Nick, 
land flashed under the detective’s nose the wickedest look- 
ing knife that ever was made. 

Nick sprang back as if in alarm. 
| “Tsee you understand it,” said the Fox, with a sneering 
laugh. “Now come with me, and be careful what you do, 
| for your life depends upon it.” XN 

The whole party ascended the stairs. Harrington was on 
one side of Nick, and the elder villain on the other, brand- 
‘ishing his long knife. Jim, with a drawn revolver, brought 
up the rear. 

Nick saw that all this daeley of weapons was intended 
to strike terror to his soul, and he pretended to be very 
much afraid. 

They passed through the long hall which Creon had de. 
seribed, and entered the room at the end. 

There sat the tall, emaciated form of the Greek, bound 
fast in the great black chair. 


“Ah! good-evening,” said the Fox. ‘We have come for 
another friendly little chat. Of course, you can’t under- 
stand what I say, but I hope you catch my Feonine in & 
| general way.” 

The eyes o the man in the chair blazed wr raheally. 

Little of his face except the eyes could be seen, for the 
| black sticking-plaster, which Creon had described, nearly 
| covered it. Two or three strips of if were glued across the 
man’s lips. They seemed to stick firmly enough to hold 
his mouth shut and to act as a sort of gag. 

He wasa ghastly object.” Nobody could look at him 
without seeing that he had suffered torture. 

Tt seemed as if he were on the verge of insanity, for his 
eyes rolled frightfully when the Fox spoke. That ruffian’s 
voice seemed to excite the Greek more than anything else. 

“ Now let’s get right down to business,” said the sharp- 
faced villain. 


- 


as 


a 
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Nick sat down by the table near the Greek. Jim sat on 
the other side, still holding his revolver. 

Harrington and the Fox were on each side of Nick, 
looking over his shoulder. 

The siate was produced, just as Creon had related, and 
Nick was told to write his questions. 

This apparently useless formality Nick saw to be in- 
tended to overcome the interpreter and prevent any trick- 
ery. He was to suppose that the slate with the written 
questions would be preserved, so that any treachery could 
be discovered and punished. 

The questions which Nick was made to write were sub- 
stantially the same as had been given to Creon. They all 
related to the signing of a paper. They were mingled 
with threats of further torture, if it was not signed. 

The Greek simply refused. His hand had been: freed 
in order that he might write, and he defied his perse- 
cutors in every answer. 

At first Nick obeyed his instructions implicitly. Then 
he experimented. He changed the questions slightly. He 
translated the answers incorrectly. _ 

He did this to make sure that the villains had no knowl- 
edge of Greek. 

When he became certain that they did not, he added 
questions of his own to those which he was ordered to 
write. 

The Greek was quick to understand. 
answers without hesitation. 

The sentences on the slate then read as follows, the first 
half being what Nick was ordered to write, and the sec- 
ond his own question : 

“Tf you do not sign you can never leave this room. * * * 
Who are you?” 


He wrote his 


“Then I shall remain here till I die. ** * I am a 


stranger in this vity.” 

“Do you realize what will be done to you? * * * Where 
did you come from 2” 

“Fully. *** From Athens.” 

“When you sign, you can see her. * * * What are they 
doing to you ?” 

“Then I shall never see her. * * * They are starving me 
to death.” 

“You cannot do her any good by refusing. * * * What 
is your name?” : < 

“Let me hear her say so. * ** Paul Krotel.” 

“Tf she said so, would you sign? *** What house is 
this ?” 

‘“‘First, I must see her married by a Greek priest whom | 
I know. * ** T have no-idea.” | 


|vancing Greek, while the Fux rushed to the girl cailed 


Tone. 


Nick stretched out a hand to stay him, and as he did so 


the Fox made a pass with his knife. 

The detective cleverly evaded the blow, and drew his 
revolver. 

Just as he did so, he flashed arapid glance upon Jim, 
the thug. 

It was fortunate that he did so. Jim had risen from his 
chair, and was waiting for the signal to attack. 

When he saw the Fox make that pass with the knife, 
he took it for a sign that the action had begun. 

Therefore he raised his revolver, and took aim at 
Nick’s breast. 

If Nick had not been the quickest man with a pistol who 
ever handled one, his days would have ended right there. 

As it was, he fired before Jim. It was only a small 
fraction of a second, but it was enough. 

The bullet struck the ruffian upon the head, and threw 
him back so far that his own fire was deflected into the 
air. 

Both pistols made one concussion, and in that echoing 
chamber it was fairly deafening. 

The shock put out all the lights, and the darkness was 
like that of the grave. 

Without paying a moment’s attention to his fallen an- 
tagonist, Nick sprang in the direction of the spot where 
he had last seen the Fox. 

He brought up with tremendous violence against a 
heavy table, which had been dragged into his way by the 
shrewd rascal who was fleeing. 

Hurling this to one side, Nick gained the door. 
as firm as a stone wall. 

Pausing an instant he listened. There was not a sound 
in the room. 

The first necessity was light.. Nick struck a match, and 
looked about him. 

It seemed only too probable that the light would draw 
'a shot, but it did not. 

He lit the lamp on the center-table. Its chimney had 
been shattered by the Shock of the pistol’s discharge, but 
it was otherwise unibpjured. 

The wick flamed up smokily like a torch: Nick swept 
his eyes around the room. 

Exeept for the figure of the ruffian, Jim, lying on the 
floor, there was no human being present but himself. 

Harrington, the Fox, the Greek, and the beautiful girl 
had vanished. 


Tt was 


In this way Nick would unquestionably have wormed 
the secret out of the prisoner under the very noses of me) 
villains. 

The detective’s next question would have probed the | 
mystery deep. After putting the question given him, he 
added : 

“Who is the woman ?” 

Krotel was just writing his answer, when Nick heard a 
slight noise. He turned. | 

At the same moment the Greek raised his head. His 
eyes opened wide. A stifled ery of surprise found its way 
between his closed lips. 

A woman had entered the reom by the door, which was 
behind Nick. 

She was young and beautiful. Her face showed her Gre- 
cian origin. 

“Harry,” she said, in imperfect English, “ why did you 
so long remain away. I could not wait——” 

She had spoken these words while opening the door. It 
was evident that she addressed the man who had called 
himself Harrington. 

Just as she uttered the word “ wait,” Harrington started 
away from the table to go to her. Hethus disclosed the} 
figure of the Greek in the chair. 

“My God!” shrieked the woman. “It is Paul!” 

At the sound of her voice the Greek’s body thrilled as 
if with an electric shock. He sprang up from the chair, 
bursting the strong rope as if it had been thread. 

‘He tore the plaster from his lips. Then erying “Ione! 
Ione!” he ran toward the young woman. 
But Harrington flung his great weight against the ad- 


CHAPTER IV. 
NICK’S HOSTAGE. 


A hasty tour of the room showed Nick that as a prison 
it was perfect. There was absolutely no wavy to get out 
Obit: 

There were three doors, all of which were locked on the 
outside. They were so heavy that they could scarcel 
have been broken with a sledge-hammer. 

The single window was securely barred, and there was 
an iron shutter besides. 

Nick then turned his attention to the man whom he had 
shot. He took the light from the table, and set it on the 
floor beside Jim’s body. . 

~A few seconds sufficed for an examination of the 
wound. The bullet had glanced along the scalp without 
fracturing the skull. 

The shock had rendered the man insensible, but he was 
already coming to’ himself. 

Nick believed that it would be becter for himself, as 
well as more humane, to do what he could for this ruffian. 

Having one member of the gang in his power, he was 
safer thar if he stood alone. 

He therefore raised Jim to a chair; washed his wound, 
and bandaged it. : 

The lamp meanwhile remained standing upon the floor, 
Nick did not need much light, and did not take the time 


.|to lift the lamp to the table. 


But presently it seemed as if the light grew dim. Nick 


¥ 
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~ went out instantly, as if he had 
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had just secured the bandage upon Jim’s head when he, Thea {his seemed to b 


noticed this. 


He looked at the lamp. Certainly its flame was fading. 
He stooped toward it, and at that instant the lamp fliek- 


ered feebly, and went out. 
Nick groped_for it, and set it on the table. 
so, he shook it. 
He struck a match, and 
brightly enough, and burned 
Why had it gone out? 
badly puzzled. 
. Then a thought flashed into his mind. It made his blood 
run cold. s 
He seized the lamp, and again set it upon the floor. It 


plunged it in a tub of 


as well as before. 


water. 
“Gas!” he muttered. “They mean to stifle me.” 
Evidently they were not using illuminating gas, for that 
is light, and would have filled the top of the room first. _ 
The other lay upon the floor. Besides, it had no odor. 
‘Probably they’re burning charcoal,” Nick thought. 
He stood now in complete darkness. The smothered 
lamp still rested on the floor. 


Suddenly a beam of vivid light struck across the dark | 


like the blade of a sword. 
It rested an instant on Nick. 
by it. 
Then it moved away. It circled about the room. 
Following the ray to its source, Nick found that it pro- 


ceeded from a narrow slit beside the frame of a picture, | 


which was set into a panel of the wall. 


him. 


He knew that this was a very old house, and he was'! 


not surprised to find that it held such a chamber. 
Many a crumbling mansion in the outskirts of London | 
is full of secret passages, and provided with such spy- 
holes as that from which Nick was now being watched. 
“These men are devils,” the detective muttered, **They | 
are not. satisfied with murdering me, they must have the | 


As he did 
The lamp seemed to have plenty of oil. 
touched the wick. It famed up 


Nick, for several minutes, was 


His eyes were dazzled | 


There was no doubt that his enemies were watching | 


: ; e the plan, foras Jim beat 
| against one of the doors, Nick heard a voice outside. 

The words did not reach the detective’s ears, but Jim, 
| who had pressed his face close to the crack of the deer, 
| heard them. 

He suddenly became calmer. 
glance at Nick. 

The detective now perceived that 
slenderest thread. If he let Jim 
earth could save him, 

He stuck the closer, therefore, to the rascal’s side. 

Jim walked toward the table. Here was a trick, but 
Nick could not solve it at once. 

He could only keep a watchful eye upon his villainous 
companion, 

It did not seem best to hold the man in terror at the 
point of a pistol. Nick hoped to profit by the fellow’s at- 
tempt to escape, and therefore did not wish to keep him 
wholly inactive by menacing him with a weapon. 

Jim’s wicked eyes rolled in his head. He was evidently 
| concocting a scheme of escape, and was looking for the 
means of executing it, 

Suddenly he seized a small chair, and whirled it over 
his head. 

Nick sprang forward to meet this attack. ; 

But instead of striking at Nick with the chair, Jim 
hurled it at the lamp on the table. 

With a crash the lamp fell to the floor, and instantly 
wentout. The room was again all dark. 

The scheme was now plain enough. It was Jim’s pur- 
pose to dodge Nick in the darkness; reach one of the 
doors; and be let out by his friends. Then the murder of 
| the detective could proceed. ; 

It might have seemed that the plan was succeeding, 
Not a sound came from the detective. 
Apparently he did not stir as Jim crept softly toward 


Then he cast a peculiar. 


his life hung upon the 
get away, no power on 


one of the doors. 


It was opened suddenly from without, admitting a little 
light. 
Jim sprang toward it, but an iron hand held him back 


pleasure of seeing me die.” 

He ground his teeth together as he watched the moving 
finger of light. f 

It did not often rest upon him, and he wondered at this. | 
Then the thought came. to him that the knaves were. 
searching for something. 

_ Presently the light struck upon 
chair, only half-conscious as yet. 

It rested on him steadily for a full minute, and then 
suddenly vanished. 

The darkness was as complete as before. 

Nick groped for the lamp. As he bent down, his breath | 
came heavily. The stifling fumes were rising. 

There was still enough air, however, to permit the lamp 
to burn upon the table. Nick set it there. 

Then he turned to Jim. He held under the villain’s nose 
a bottle of strong salts. . 

The rascal revived. 

“Look here, Jim,” said Nick, ‘‘your friends are pump- } 
ing this room full of carbonic acid gas. Unless you want | 
to die, you’d better persuade them to stop.” 

Jini came to his feet with an ear-splitting yell. The 
promptness with which he recognized the peril of the sit- 
uation showed Nick that the diabolical machinery by 
which the gas was supplied was well known to his ¢om- 
panion. 

“Help! Hold on, there! 
dancing about with terror. © 

“Your friends don’t seem to hear you,” said Nick, 
coolly. 

He lit a match, and held it down toward the floor. 
instantly went out.. 

“The gas is rising,” said Nick. 
an hour to live.” 

At this, the thug burst out into wild entreaties and 
oaths. He rushed from one of the doors to the others, 
howling like a madman. ors 

Nick kept close to him. He knew that the villains ouvt- 
side would not willingly murder their own man. He 
feared that they might suddenly open one of the doors. 
and let Jim out. 


Jim where he sat in the 


Help!” yelled the ruffian, | 


‘Tt 


“We've got about halt 


him. 


| just on the threshold. 


There was a_ horrible volley of oaths, as Nick dragged 


Jim back, and leaped toward the open door. 


His exit was blocked by the bulky form of Harrington, 


whose weight forced Nick back a little way into the 
/room. 


But the detective was now fighting for his life, and 


'Harrington’s great strength was futile against Nick’s 


power and skill. ; 

Arapid blow from the detective’s strong right hand 
stretched Harrington on the floor. 

Then_he shook off Jim’s hold as if the thug had been a 
child. Freed, he sprang forward, but the door closed in 
his face. 

He was again a prisoner, but he now had a new com- 
panion. 

Harrington had been captured, and Nick felt that for 
the present at least his own life was not in danger. 


CHAPTER V. 
A REMARKABLE 


TREACHERY. 


Nick’s first act, after he had made sure that the door 


/was-firmly closed, was to draw the little lamp, which he 


always carried, from his pocket. 
He threw the light upon the prostrate form of Harring- 


ton, and at the same time presented his pistol. 


“Tf either of you men moves,” he said, “J shall fire.” 
This warning was entirely unnecessary as to Harring- 


ton, who had not recovered from the blew which had 
felled him. 


Jim, on the contrary, was just getting ready to make a 


desperate fight, but the sight of the pistol cowed him, 


Nick made Jim go to the wall of the room, and stand 
witn his face against it, and his hands above his head. 
Then he securely bound Harrington’s hands behind 
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While this operation was in progress, Harrington re- 
govered his wits: : 

Nick, standing over him, proceeded to make terms. 

¥in the first place, Harrington,” he said, “I want you 
fo understand that I fully realize the situation, 

“You are desperate men, but you’re no more desperate 
than lam. If I see the slightest sign of an attempt to res- 
¢ue you, you will die on the instant. 

“Tam willing to make some sort of agreement, and 
what I propose is this: If I am allowed to get out of this 
house safely, and to take the Greek and the girl with 
me, [ will not attempt to take you.” 

Nick paused to see what the effect of his words 
would be. 

He had not for a moment supposed that his terms 
would be accepted, and he had not cared whether they 
were or not, 

His object was to judge by Harrington’s demeanor 
what the criminal expected. 

The result of his observation was not reassuring. Har- 
rington was evidently very far from giving up the battle. 

He looked asif he expected something. It was easy 
enough forso shrewd an observer as Nick to seein the 
man’s face that he was waiting to be rescued. 

He looked expectant. It was evident that he knew what 
steps were likely to be taken in his behalf by the Fox, 
and the other villains on the outside. 

Nick had had an opportunity to see that the room was a 
dangerous place. 

A light had been flashed into it through a crevice in the 
wall, A bullet might find its way in just as easily. 

As to the stifling gas, he had now no fear. The Fox and 
Harrington might have sacrificed Jim, but Harrington 
himself was a sufficient safe-guard. 

The opening of the door had considerably cleared the 
ee air, and Nick, on the whole, felt in fair posture for de- 
fense. : 

But this thought had no sooner passed through his 
mind than a loud report rang out, and he felt the touch of 
a bullet on his arm. 

ie had received a mere scratch, but the next shot 
might be better aimed. 

l{e raised his pistol and said, in a firm voice, to Har- 
rington : 

“The next attempt of that kind will be fatal to you. 
You had better warn your friends of that.” 

The villain met this threat and the menace of the pistol 

* with an unwinking stare. Certainly he had courage 
enough. It was hopeless to ‘ bluff” him. 

However, it seemed possible that Nick’s threat had 


fire again. 

Several minutes passed without any event whatever, 
and then, of a sudden, Nick heard a voice at one of the 
doors, speaking hurried}yv in Greek. 

“Let mein! Let me in!” said the voice, which Nick 
recognized as that of Krotel. : 

This was a cheerful sound. It seemed certain that in 
the confusion Krotel had escaped from his eaptors, and 
was prepared to help Nick in his defense. 

Nick backed toward the door, still keeping his pistol | 
leveled, for if seemed probable that Jim would try to 
male same attack in this erisis. 

“The door is not fastened on this side,” said Nick, in 
Greek. 

Then he turned the handle of the door with his left) 
hand. It yielded suddenly, and Krotel came into the! 
room precipitately. 

At the same moment Jim tarned his face from the wall 
as.if fo make a rush. - 

Niek’s whole attention was concentrated on Jim. He 
seemed about to attempt to free Harrington. 

“Keep back!” cried Nick, with his eyes fixed upon the! 
thug. He had no fear of attack from behind, knowing 


Krotel to be his friend. 

But that was where the real danger lay. <A missile 
struck Nick’s pistol and knocked it from his hand. 

In another instant he was struggling, on the floor, with 
the Fox and the man who had driven the coach in which. 
Nick had been brought to the house. 
fven though taken by surprise, and fighting against 


such odds, Nick would probably have come out victorious, 
But Jim was upon him in a second, and the united 
strength of the three men prevailed. 

Nick lay bound and helpless. 

Krotel had made no attempt to help him. 

This conduct on the part of the Greek so surprised Nick 
that ke could only stare at the man who had so strangely 
proven traitor. 

“They forced me to do it,” said Krotel, in Greek. 
“They made threats against her which I could not endure, 

“But I have made this man swear by an oath which 
even he dare not violate, that he will spare your life.” 

The Greek accompanied his words with signs which 
made them tolerably clear, even to those who did not un- 
derstand his native language. ! 

The Fox grinued, and even Nick, with death staring 
him in the face, could hardly help smiling at the Greek’s 
simplicity. 

The detective knew that there was no oath which could 
bind the Fox. If his life was spared, Nick knew that it 
would be from motives of self-interest on the part of the 
Fox, and not from any regard to an oath. 

“You have done us a great service, my friend,” said the 
Fox, in his most ironical tone. “We hardly hoped for so 
much success from your efforts.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Nick. 

“Our good friend”—pointing to Krotel—“ has agreed to 
sign those important documents in case your life is 
spared. The lady was kind enough to act as my inter- 
preter.” 

Nick saw at once that he owed his life to the Greek’s 


;comphance, but he was unwilling to take it on those 


terms. 

The detective knew perfectly well that if Krotel ever 
signed those documents, whatever they were, it would be 
the death of him. |. He therefore determined nct to let the 
Greek lose his life through any error, 

“Tf you do this,” he said to Krotel, after briefly trans- 
lating the substance of the Fox’s statement, “ you will 
inevitably lose your life. 
these men will murder you.” 

‘*T care not,” said the Greek. “My life is worth little, 
There are reasons——” 

But here the Fox interrupted. Even his shrewdness did 
not enable him to follow a conversation in Greek very 
far. 

“None of that,” said he. “TI can’t have you two ex- 
changing confidences under my nose. Come.” 

He took Nick by the shoulder, and Harrington, who 


: ‘had been released by Jim, seized him on the other side. 
been heard by the man who fired the shot, for he~did not | 


“T don’t think -you hed- better come,” said the Fox to 
Harrington. ‘“ You look out for tne house. Jim will come 
with me, and see that the agreement is kept, and that this 
man”—pointing to the Greek—“returns to the house 
peaceably.” 

Harrington therefore remained behind. The other four 
went down stairs and got into the- carriage at the door. 

It was the same one with the papered windows in which 
Niek had previously ridden. 


Nick’s feelings were not such as could be expressed in 


words. Hesaw the whole night’s adventure coming to 
nothing. 

These men could carry him where they pleased, and 
before he could find that house again, their infamous 
designs would be accomplished. . 

They rode through numberless streets, turning hither 
and thither. When the carriage stopped, Nick had no 


‘idea what part of London, or perhaps of. the adjacent 


country, they had reached. 

The door was opened, the Greek made an attempt to 
rise from his seat, but a pistol in Jim’s hands was pressed 
against his breast. : 

The Greek subsided into his seat. 

Resistance on Nick’s part was utterly vain. His hands 
were bound, and he had no possible chance of making a 
fight. 

ae got out of the carriage when the Fox commanded. 
him to do so, and stood in the dark street alone. 
- Tt was useless to try to follow the swift horses, bound 
as Nick was. : 

The carriage rolled away. 
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ive’s whole experience was at an end. 


CHAPTER VI. 
A HARD GHASE. 


The clearest idea in Nick’s mind was his conviction 
that the quickest work of his life had got to be dore, or 
Paul Krotel would certainly fall a victim to the villains in 
whose hands he then was. 

ff rescue did not reach him within twenty-four hours, 
it would come too late. 

With no one to prevent him, it was comparatively easy 
for Nick to free his hands trom tlie cord with which he 
was bound. Then his first attempt was to find where he 

“was. 

- He stood on a street lined with handsome villas. It 
was utterly deserted as far as his eyes could see. Pres- 
ently, however, he heard some one approaching, who 
proved to be a policeman. 

Nick obtained from him directions for getting back to 
town. — 

Two hours later he was in consultation with Inspector 
Gregson at Scotland Yard. 

_ He had sent a note to Chick at Creon’s lodging, and his 
assistant had responded. 


about thé affair of the night. 

Nick learned that the two principal men in the con- 
spiracy were not known as criminals in London. Greg- 
gon was sure that neither of them had ever figured in 
any affair of the police. 

“T don’t know either of them,” said Nick, ‘‘but there is 
one man in that crowd that I do know. He is the fellow 
who acts as coachman. 

“He is a crook well known in America, but not, I 
think, on this side. He is known as ‘Long John’ Riley. 

‘““My principal hope of spotting these villains lies in 
that coachman. 1 have obtained a general idea of where 
that house is situated. It is somewhere in Beckenham. 

“Now what I want done is this: I want that whole 
district filled with men to whom TI will give an accurate 
description of that coachman. 

“They must all be on the lookout by sunrise. When 
the man is spotted by any one of them, he must follow 
after sending word to me by a system of signals which I 
will arrange. 

“*T will get on his trail, and we shall track the coach to 
the house.” 

“Did our shadows utterly fail you to night?” asked 

Gregson. : 

“They did,” said Nick, ‘‘so faras I know. Of course I 
supposed that your men would follow me from Creon’s 
house. 
“But nobody was in sight when I got out of that car- 
riage; the signals I had arranged were not given; no- 
body came to help me; and I therefore concluded, Mr. 

Gregson, that your shadows lost the trail.” 

Gregson shook his head as if he couldn’t believe that 

Scotland Yard detectives had failed in an emergency. 
“Til have the men you want to cover that district,” said 

Gregson. “You shall meet them here two hours from 
now; give them the description, and send them out.” 

“All right,” said Nick. : 

He and Chick immediately left the inspector’s office. 
“We have two hours for work,” said Nick. “You go ta 
the Greek Consul and ask whether he knows anything 
about Paul Krotel and the girl Ione. 

“J will wire the head of the Athens police, and I will 
also arrange for an advertisement in all the London 
papers.” ae : 

They separated, and Nick immediately sent his tele- 

graphic message. — ae 

At the time agreed upon they met in the ingpector’s 

office, which was crowded, although it was a large room, 
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To these men Nick gave an accurate description of 
Long John Riley. He also showed them a pencil sketch 
of the man, which he had made from memory. 

| Means of communication were arranged, and algo a 
system by which Nick could catch up with the man who 
should first see the coach and follow it. 

Then Nick waited for his reply from the head of the 
Athens police. He depended upon this, for Chick had 
learned nothing from the Greek Consul. 

The reply from Athens was remarkably prompt. Briefly 
Stated, the facts obtained were as follows: 

Paul and Ione Krotel were orphans, aud the heirs of a 
great property. 

This estate was legally under the control of Paul, but 
half of it was to go to Ione absolutely on her marriage by 
the terms of the will, if that marriage, in her brother’s 
|opinion, was a suitable one. 

The Athens police did not know Paul’s whereabouts. 
They supposed that he was in Athens, until inquiry was 
made, after the receipt of Nick’s telegram. 

As to lone, it was believed that she had visited in 
England. Whom she had visited the police did not know. 

This was all the information which was of any im- 
portance to Nick. And this was not calculated to help 
him much. He had already reasoned that out for himself. 

It remained now to find that house. And it must be 
done at once. 
| Nick and Chick decided to go to Beckenham; but first 
'they went to the lodgings of Creon, the interpreter. 

i Their purpose in going there was to caution him once 

more. Nick knew that-the ruse by which the conspira- 

tors had been made to believe that Creon was dead would 
not deceive any longer. 

They were almost certain to perceive that Creon ha 
betrayed them, and would attempt to close his mouth for- 
ever. 

Nick waited at the door while Chick ran up to Creon’s 
rooms. A minute only had passed when Chick appeared 
again with a countenance which showed that he had 
something serious to communicate. 

“He is pone.” said Chick, “I could not find where.” 

“Here is the man who has charge of the building,” 
said Nick. 


i 


A stout, red-faced man was approaching them through 
the hall. 

“TI was anxious to see Mr. Creon,”-said Nick to this 
man. “Can you tell me where he is gone ?” 

“He left the house about ten minutes ago,” said the 
janitor. 

‘*Alone?” asked Nick. : 

‘‘No, there was a boy with him.” 

“You know the boy?” 

“Yes, he is the grocer’s son just around the corner.” 

“Will you come with me,” said Nick, “and see if we 
| can find that bov? Iam anxious tolearn where Mr. Creon 
has gone, and with whom. Perhaps the boy can tell us.” 

They found the grocer’s son, an intelligent lad of about 
twelve years. 

“T was standing here on the street,” said the boy, 
“when a carriage drove up and a man got out.” 

“What sort of aman?” asked Nick. 

“A small, ugly looking man,” said the boy, “with the 
blarstedest eyes that ever I saw in a human being’s 
head.” 

“Looked like a fox, didn’t he?” said Nick. 

“You've hit it exactly,” said the boy. ‘‘That’s what he 
looked like.” 

“This grows worse and worse,” said Nick to Chick. 
‘‘Those villains have got Creon again.” 

Then Nick turned to the boy. oF 

“What message did this man send to Mr. Creon by 
you?” 

“He told me to say that a certain man wished to see 
Mr. Creon. He deseribed the man, and said he was inside 
the carriage. I did not see him in there, but I suppose he 
was there.” 

“What was the description ?” 

The boy replied by describing Nick as he had been 


with the foree of detectives which Gregson had collected. | disguised on the previous night. 


“The shrewdest rascals in creetion,” said Nick. ‘No 


wonder they were too smart for such a man as Creon, or 
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for Krotel, either. They have trapped the interpreter, and He looked about him cautiously as he alighted, but: 


they will kill him as sure as the sun shines. However, in 
one way I regard this as good news.” 
‘““Good news?” said Chick. “Ah! I see. You think 


saw nothing to excite his suspicion. He had stopped in 
|front of a hotel. Several cabs came up at about the same 
time. Jim had no idea that one of them contained a 


‘that they will put beth these men out of the way at the detective. 


same time. Therefore they haven’t killed Krotel yet, and | 


they won’t till Creon arrives.” 

“Right, Chick; and we must get there first, if we can. 
I have an idea of how it ought to be done. 

“For a little while after I left this place in that car- 
riage I kept run of the general direction we took. I feel 
very sure that we crossed Pall Mall a little way up from 
here, about half an hour after we started. 

“ Now, if they follow the same route this time, or any- 
thing like it, we may trap them at that place.” 

They hurried in the direction which Nick had indi- 
eated. A policeman stood on the corner. To him Nick 
decribed the carriage of which he was in pursuit. 

“It passed here not five minutes ago,” said the police- 
man, 


“Didn’t you receive instructions to look out for that- 
man ?” said Nick, after a hasty description of the coach- | 


man. ‘I thought that description was sent out to all the 
police asa general alarm.” 

“JT never heard of it,” said the policeman. 

Without wasting any more time here, Nick and Chick 
hastened in the direvttion which the carriage had taken, 
but their search was fruitless. 


In New York they could have followed that carriage: 
with perfect certainty by inquiring of the policemen | 


whom they encountered. But a London policeman is a 
different sort of an animal. He is very polite, but, asa 
rule, he does not know as much as a cow. 

There was nothing to do but follow their original plan, 
and go to Beckenham. 

They did so, and when they arrived they gathered 
reports from a number of the men who had been sta- 
tioned there. 

Nobody had seen the carriage with the coachman whose 
description had been furnished them. 

Nick was almost willing to believe that he had been 
mistaken in the locality. It seemed impossible that that 
coachman could have driven through a district so guarded 
without being recognized. 2 

The day passed in a monotony of failures. A thousand 
clews were tried without any result. 

Evening was beginning to fall. Nick stood upon a cor- 
ner in the Beckeuham district, talking with one of the 
detectives on the watch. 

“T have seen nothing of the carriage,” said this man. 
“T am sure it has not passed here.” 

“Would you knowit if it did?” asked Nick, in a low 

and sharp tone. 
~ “Oertainly ; certainly I would,” said the man. 

‘“No, you wouldn’t,” said Nick. 

‘“‘What makes you say that?” asked the man, in an 
injured tone. 

‘Because it is passing at this instant, and you do not 
recognize it,” said Nick. 


CHAPTER VII. 
HOW NICK FOUND THE MYSTERIOUS HOUSE. 


The carriage was moving slowly along the street. Nick 
followed on foot, alone. The police detective with whom 


There was a telegraph office under the hotel. Jim went 
in and began to write a message. 

He was so occupied with this that he did not notice a 
man who entered the office by a door leading from the 
hotel bar. 


good deal surprised, for the new-comer was a very close 
copy of himself. 

It was Nick, whose wonderful skill in disguises enabled 
| Dim to work this clever trick. 

He passed out of the main door of the telegraph office 
and approached the carriage which had brought Jim 
there. He nodded to the driver, got in, and was whirled 
away. 

No sooner was that carriage out of sight than another 
drove up, and took its place. 

The second was exactly like the first. The two drivers 
were as much alike as two peas out of the same pod. But 


| 


| while the second was Chick. 

| When Jim came out he jumped into the waiting vehicie 
without a thought that it was not the one in which he 
jhad come. Then Chick whipped up his horses and fol- 
lowed his chief. - 
| The first carriage made three or four turns, all of which 
, were keenly noted by Nick, who wished to comprehend 
the driver’s motive for so frequently changing from a 
| direct course. 

| Jt was not long before Nick realized that the vehicle 
| was increasing its speed, and to his amazement he saw 
\that it was passing the stately edifice of the Bank of 
England, the most important financial institution in the 
world. 


‘great wealth therein stored, the sudden stopping cf his 
vehicle, and the excited shouts of spectators, informed 
him that something had happened. 

| Alady, who.was crossing the street, having evidently 
‘just left the bank, was stealthily approached by a well- 
idressed young man, who, standing a little behind her on 
her left side, gently touched her on the right shoulder. 

The lady naturally turned to the right, thinking to meet 
‘some familiar acquaintance, who had thus signified his 
| presence. 

As she suddenly wheeled to the right, the well-dressed 
young gentleman quickly advanced and adroitly grabbed 
the evidently well-filled pocket-book she carried in her 
left hand. 

Like a shot he was off to mingle with the other pedes- 
trians, the bewildered woman looking right and left, and 
excitedly screaming : 

“Help! Thieves! I have been robbed !” 

It was at this instant that the carriage containing Nick 
was quickly stopped, just as the horse’s shoulder came in 
violent contact with the bewildered woman, and causéd 
her to stagger. 

Ere she fell, however, a mdidle-aged gentleman rushed 
to her assistance, and cleverly canght her in his arms 
just as she was about to faint. 

She was conveyed to a neighboring chemist’s, where 
restoratives were promptly administered. Then she in- 
formed her rescuer of the robbery, and that her pocket- 


he had been speaking went in another direction, bearing book contained fifty pounds; which she had just drawn 


a message to Chick. 


from the bank. Of course she had no hope of discover- 


A great number of cabs had been stationed in various ing the culprit, as she could not even describe him. 


parts of the district in order to be immediately available 


in such an event as that which had happened. 


In the meanwhile the driver of Nick’s carriage, aware 
of the danger of delay, lashed his horse, and in a few 


Nick kept his prey in sight until he came to one of these moments was out of sight of England’s great financial 


cabs. By good fortune it was driven by a clever man, 


| house. 


who had no difficulty in carrying out the orders Nick; Then, all danger of arrest for the accident having 


gave him. 


‘passed, the driver lessened the speed of the vehicle. In 


Pursuer and pursued were not twenty yards apart about fifteen minutes it turned into a beautiful, level 


when the leading carriage drew up beside the curb. 


A man got out whom Nick instantly recognized as Jim. 


He was rather clumsily disguised. 


street, lined with fine villas. 
Looking ont of the window, Nick saw that few vehicles 
were on this road which stretched away ahead for a good 


* 


If he had noticed this person, Jim would have been a © 


the first was Long John Riley, as the reader knows, 


| As Nick gazed at the massive building, thinking of the” 
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mile at least, perfectly straight, to judge by the rows of 
lamps. 

Immediately the horses were put to their best speed. 
They went like the wind. 

Nick remembered to have noticed a similar burst of 
speed when he was first driven to the mysterious house. 
Then, however, the windows had been darkened, and he 
had not been able to see the trees and fences fly by. 

The carriage had rolled so easily that he had not real- 
ized the tremendous rate at which he had been moving. 
Now he understood why the shadows had lost the track. 
They had simply been left far in the rear by this magnifi- 
cent team. ; oe 

“This will make Chick wild,” said Nick to himself, and 
he chuckled. He knew perfectly well. that, although his 
assistant had a fine team, he would not be in the race 
at all. 

For over a mile the great gait was kept up. Then Nick 
saw that the road forked. It was unusually badly lighted 
at that point. 

‘“‘Here’s where they lose the track,” said Nick, to him- 
self, and settled back upon the comfortable cushions. 

Presently the carriage turned sharply to the right. The 
speed was slackened. 

Again it turned to the right. The driver was doubling 
on his pursuers. : 

Doubtless he had his orders to approach the house in 
this way always, in order to guard against being fol- 
lowed. 

Nick did not believe that on this particular occasion 
the driver knew that he was being trailed. 

In a few minutes more, the house was reached. 
carriage drew up before th> door. 

The detective got out and looked around. There was no 
sign of Chick or any of the police shadows. 

Whatever was to be done must be done by Nick alone. 

“Now, Jim, hurry this thing along,” said Long John. 
“It’s getting a trifie too serious to suit me.” 

“What are you afraia of?” asked Nick, assuming Jim’s 
voice. 

The coachman was by this time on the ground. 
advanced toward Nick as he answered : 

“This business of the box——” 

Then he stopped. He had got to the detective’s side. 
The deception ended there, and. Nick knew it. 

Cleverly as Nick had disguised his face and voice, he 
could not disguise his figure so that it would stand a close 
inspection. 

Jim was at least four inches taller than the detective. 
Ata little distance, Nick could make his manner deceive 
an observer regarding his height. 

It takes a wonderfully clever man to work that trick, 
but it can be done, to a certain extent. 

Now, however, as the two men stood side by side, 
Riley could not fail to notice the difference. He wasa 
shrewd man, and he guessed at once that he had to do 
with a skilled detective—a man of nerve and strength. 
Nobody else would have tried such a game. 

In that case, Riley decided that discretion was the bet- 
ter part of valor. He sprang back with an oath, and 
started to run. 

He had not taken two steps be 
and pinned him to the ground. 

It was no time for merciful measures.” Nick bound this 
man till his bones cracked, and effectually gagged him 


The 


He 


fore Nick had caught him 


by stuffing a big piece of a lap-robe, taken from the car-| 


riage, into his mouth. 

Then Nick turned toward the house. 
dark. 

The absence of all sign of occupancy, and the dead 
silence, made Nick suspicious. 

Had the villains carried out their murderous designs 
and fled ? 

The heavy front door was strongly barred. To effect 
an entrance there would take too much time. 

Nick passed along the side of the house, looking for a 
window which could be easily forced. 


It was perfectly 


On the far corner he could see the barred windows on; 


the second story, which he knew to be those of the room 
where he had so nearly met death. 
At that moment a dog appeared out of the darkness. 


He had come from the grove which stood in the spacious 
i grounds surrounding the house. 

The animal gave a short bark, as he saw Nick. Then 
he sniffed the air. in an excited manner. 

Suddenly he flung back his head and began to howl 
dismally. 

There isa certain sort of cry which a dog reserves fur 
ane ees occasion. He utters it only when he scents 

eath. 

It was this dreadful warning which now shook the 
night air. Nick recognized it, and he did not doubt the 
animal’s unerring instinct. 

“T have come too late!” he exclaimed. 
interpreter are dead.” 

A-minute later Nick was inside the house. 
battered in a window, and then had wrenched a 
entire lower sash. 

As he stood fora moment in the dark room, trying to 
gain an idea of the speediest route to the upper floors, 
suddenly the dog leaped through the open window. 

He ran straight to one of the closed doors and scratched 
upon it.. Nick tried it, found it locked, and burst it open. 

The dog led the way through another room, then to the 
main hall, and finally up the great staircase. 

Irn the upper hall, Nick made a light. 

As the gas blazed, it showed him the figure of the dog 
sitting before the door of the room at the end of the hall, 
and making the air tremble with his hideous howling. 
| This door, also, was fastened, but the key was on the 
‘outside. Nick turned the key and flung the door open. 
The dog made a movement as if to spring forward into 
_ the room, but he did not cross the threshold. The ani- 
/mal’s instinct warned him that there was death in that 
i heavy atmosphere. 
|. Nick looked in. 


“Krotel and the 


He had 
way the’ 


| The light from the hall searcely dis- 
turbed the gloom, but there was a faint glow within. 

|- It came from a curious vessel suspended on three tall 
|pieces of wood which crossed each other, and were fast- 
/ened together. 

The vessel was full of smoldering charcoal. 
of it poisoned all the air. 

In the glow of this death-fire Nick could see a ghastly 
shining face. 

It was Creon’s. The interpreter lay upon his back, 
though his bound arms were under him, 
| His attitude was that of one who has djed miserably 
-and in terror. 
| On the floor close by the door lay the body of Paul 
'Krotel. Nick’s first act was to seize it and drag it out 
‘into the hall where there was air. 

Then he dashed into the room and bore out the body of 
/Creon. 

The faces of both the unfortunates were livid and dis- 
‘torted. But there was a difference in their appearance. 

One glance at Creon’s was enough to set all doubt at 
rest. The man was dead. 

Krotel’s appearance, on the contrary, gave a little hope. 

Nick bent over him. His heart was almost still, and 
yet a faint pulsation could be felt. 

Leaving Creon where he lay, since no human aid could 
restore him, Nick lifted Krotel’s body, and carried it 
down the stairs to the lower hall. 

He laid it upon a heap of rugs, hastily kicked together, 
and then flung the front door open, admitting a flood of 
pure air. 

As he did this, Nick heard a loud, peculiar whistle. 
The sound came from the direction of the road. 

Nick answered with a similar note. 

A minute later the sound of wheels was heard. A car- 
riage came in sight. 

Chick was the driver. 
scent. 


The fumes 


He had not been thrown off the 
CHAPTER VIII. 
THE BIG BOX. 


' “Quick! Get this man to the nearest hospital !” said 
Nick, as Chick- jumped from the box, and came to the 
door. 
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“Pll put him in their carriage,” said Chick. “Their 
team beats ours all to pieces.” 

‘“VYou'il find their coachman inside. 
and I’ take care of him.” 

‘“Where’s Creon?” 

‘Dead. Where’s Jim, the thug?” 

“In my carriage with two policemen. 
knows him.” 

“Who is he ?” 

‘Fis real name is Ronalds. 
has been principally out-of-town jobs. 
known in London.” ~ 

This conversation took place while the two were carry- | 
ing the unconscious form of Krotel to the carriage. 

Almost immediately Chick drove away with one of the 
policemen to guide him to the nearest hospital. 

‘Bring your prisoner into the house,” said Nick. 

The criminal was led in. He preserved a stolid de- 
meanor, and not even Nick’s sharp questions could draw 
a word out of him. 

Leaving him in charge of the policeman, Nick made a 
search of the house. 

That Harrington and the Fox had taken their final de- 
parture was evident by the condition of the rooms which 
they had oecupied. Neither they nor the girl, Ione, had | 
left anything behind. 

In his sear rch of the house, Nick saw the simple mechan- 
ism by which the charcoal gas had been driven into the | 
room. z | 

Why, he asked himself, had that contrivance been | 
made? In the final tragedy it had not been used. The 
burning charcoal had been set in the room. 

There was only one explanation. It had evidently been | 
the original intention of the criminals to stifle Krotel in| 
his bed after obtaining his signature. 

Probably they had plotted at first to accomplish their 
purpose without violence, but the course of events had | 
thrown all their plans into confusion. 


He’s a erook, whose work 
He isn’t a 


Lover.” 


‘everything. 


The one. discovery of importance which Nick made 
would hardly have attracted the attention of anybody | 
else. | 

It was nothing but a big box, or packing case, which | 
stood in one of the rooms on the eround floor. 

This box had evidently been brought there for a specific | 
purpose. When Nick saw it, he remembered the words 
of the coachman. 

That rascal, when he supposed that he was addressing 
a companion in villainy, had spoken of ‘‘this business of 
the box,” as something particularly perilous. 

Niek examined the box. It had been hastily padded on 
the inside, as if the intention was to put some fragile | 
object inside it. 

The cover stood heside it. 
mark an address on this cover. 

Only one word, “Henry,” had been completed. The 
paint pot and marking brush stood beside the box. 

Nick stood in deep thought for a moment. 

called : 

“Bring Jim Ronalds in here.” ; 

The policeman promptly appeared with bis prisoner. 

“Search him,’ said Nick. 

Jim was thoroughly searched. Nick examined every- 
thing that was taken from the man’s pockets. 

Ashe did so, he kept an eye on the fellow, to judge by | 
-his expression of the relative importance of the.articles. | 

Among them was a card, On one side of it was the | 
address: 


Somebody had begun to} 


Then he 


“HENRY LIVERMORE, HEse., 
‘27 Essex Court, 


“ LIVERPOOL.” 


“T euess that’s what I want,” said Nick. 
Without making any further remark he proceeded to 
- finish the lettering on the cover of the box. 

‘As he painted the address from the card, he saw the 
scowl on Jim Ronalds’ face deepen. Then Nick knew 
that he was right. 

The policeman watched this work with deep attention. 


He knew who Nick was, and in spite of his British prej- 
| udice, he thoroughly admired the great American de- 
Bundle him out, | tective, of whose exploits he had heard. 


“Could I make bold to ask you, sir,” he said, “ why you 
are doing that?” 
“Certainly,” Nick replied, “T haven’ tthe least objection 


One of them | to telling you.’ 


‘Shall I take the prisoner away first, sir? There’s 


three more of our men here now, and they can guard 


him.” 

“No; Iam willing that he should hear. But tell the 
men to look through the rear of the house and see whether 
they find any gardening tools which look as if they had 
been recently used.” . 


The police officer stared, but he gave Nick’s order with- : 


out making any comment. 

‘When they get back,” said Nick, ‘‘Tl tell you all 
about it. Meanwhile take down abovt one hundred and 
fifty pounds of books from that case. Take those paper 
novels on the right. They aren’t worth anything.” 


The man stared harder than before, but again he 


obeyed. 
Jim Ronalds also seemed to be amazed by Nick’s order. 
Presently the other policeman came back, and said 
that they had found two spades-and a pickax which 
seemed to have been used within a short time. 
“Very well,” said Nick. ‘“ Now search the grounds un- 
til you find a freshly made grave. 


At-this order, Jim Ronalds absolutely gasped. 

“Took here,” he said, “the game’s up. You know 
I’m willing to tell what I knowif you'll 
agree to save my neck. Come, I can be of a good deal of 
use to you. What do you say 7 

“Tf I know everything,” said Nick, 
your confession do me ?” 

“Vou don’t know evervthing,” stammered the rascal. 
“T didn’t mean that. There’s a good deal that { can tell 
you.” 

“Go ahead and tell me then.” 

“Do you promise to save my life?” 

“T do not,” said Nick, promptly. 
this, Ronalds, and nothing can save you.’ 

At this the thug burst out into a torrent of oaths. Nick 
silenced him, and then turned to the policeman, 

“This thing is so plain,” he said, ‘‘that I wonder you 
don’t see it J tell you because I wi ish you to report to 
Inspector Gregson, and he will wish to know about the 


“what good will 


case.’ 


As Nick spoke, he began to pack the books carefully in 
the box. 

‘“This box,” he said, ‘‘was intended to contain the body 
of the Greek, whom my assistant has taken to the 
hospital. 

“The grave which they will find was intended for 
Creon, the interpreter. Both murders were thus to be 
concealed. 

‘“There is absolutely no other explanation of the pres- 
ence of the box, and of the way in which it is padded. 

“Now, what does the padding mean? It means that the 
body was to be protected from injury. 

“Why? Because it was to be seen by persons not in 
the plot. Why else should it be protected. 

“The death of that man was necessary to their plans, 
but it was also necessary that that death should seem to 
have been natural. 


“They at first intended to counterfeit a suicide in hig 


house, but after the events of last night they dared not 
risk it. 

‘“Mherefore they decided to take the body elsewhere. 
This address shows that they were to take it to Liverpool. 

“They couldn’t take it farther, because decomposition 
would set in. When they had got it there they proposed 
to put up some job by which it could be found. 

“Perhaps they intended to leave it in a room with the 
gas turned on. Perhaps they were to force water into 
its lungs, and then sink it in the Mersey.” 

“But, I beg your pardon,” said the policeman, ‘‘when 
the death of Krotel was announced you would have 
recognized the name and spoiled their scheme.” 

“They did not know that I knew his name. He told 


Fill it up and sod it — 


y- You will swing for 


¥ 
te 
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and was otherwise disguised, but his form and carriage 
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Em: way that they did not recognize it. 


“They had no idea that the two cases would ever be 
connected. They could have managed his death so nat- 


. urally that no suspicions would have been excited. 


_ “And now,” Nick continued, “the job is done. It only 
remains to send this box to its address and to follow it.” 
Nick had finished packing the books securely in the 


box. He now put on the cover and nailed it down. 


As he did so Chick returned. He was still disguised as 
the coachman. 
The big box was taken out of the house and lashed se- 


-eurely upon the baggage rack behind the coach. Chick 


mounted to the driver’s seat, and started for town. 
As he vanished down the avenue, the three policemen 
whom Nick had sent to look for the grave, returned. 
“We found the grave,” said one of them, “and we car- 
ried out your orders.” 
Two of these men took charge of the bndy of Creon. 
He with the others, escorted the prisoners to Scotland 
ards = 
_ Then Nick took a night train for Liverpool. As he re- 


~ clined upon the cushions of his compartment, he felt a 


thrill of pleasant anticipation. 

He confidently expected to be soon face to face with 
Harrington and the Fox, and to wipe out the memory of 
his previous defeat at their hands. 

But there were adventures ahead of him which even his 


foresight could not desery. 


CHAPTER IX. 
IONE FOUND AND LOST. 


Hssex Court, in Liverpool, used to be fashionable. Now 
there are two big business buildings on the corners, and 
lodging-houses on the two sides. 


No. 27 is a theatrical lodging-house. When Nick found 


that out, he had an extra good opinion of the shrewdness 


of the rascals whom he was pursuing. There is always no 
end of confusion in such houses, and strange things may 
be done without exciting remark. 

Nick arrived ahead of the big box, and took a room in 
the great, rambling structure, which had formerly been a 
rich-man’s residence. 

So far as he was able to learn, neither of the conspir- 
ators was in the house. 


~ Chick had remained in London for the purpose of clos-| 


ing the case there. No clew had yet been discovered to 
the previous history of the parties to this crime. 
Nick, in the absence of his right-hand man, was obliged 


to intrust a part of the work to members of the Liverpool 


police force. 


They had nothing to do but watch the various ap-' 


proaches to the house. 
do that well enough, s 

A little after eight o’clock on the morning following 
Nick’s arrival, he satin the room which he had engaged, 


Certainly they should be able to 


watching, from his window, a policeman in plain clothes, | 


who was stationed on the opposite side of the street. 
This man had been furnished with a description of Har- 


-Yrington and the Fox (whose real name remained still a 
A system of signals had been arranged by} 
which he could inform Nick if either of the men ap- 
proached the house. 


mystery). 


Nick had not been at the window long when the signal 
was made. Harrington was approaching the house alone, 

The detective made his way down stairs without the 
loss of 2 moment. - = 

On the right of the main hall, as one entered from the 


‘street, was a reception-room. It was there that the land- 


lady made her bargains with those who applied for lodg- 
ings. 

A curtained door in the reception-room seemed made 
for purposes of concealment. Nick was behind the cur- 


tain when Harrington was admitted. 


The man wore a false beard and a pair of eye-glasses, 
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it to me in their presence, but he pronounced it in such a were enough to reveal him, even to the policeman outside, 


, who had only a description to go by. 
___"I wish to engage aroom fora friend of mine,” said 
Harrington, when the landlady appeared. : 

“Very well,” she replied, ‘‘1 have several vacant.” 

“A small room will do, if it bas gas and running 
water.” 

“Very well. I have one on the second floor. When will 
your friend arrive.” 

“ He will come late in the evening. I want you to give 
me the keys now. I will give them to him. TI shall meet 
‘him at the station.” 

They went to look at the room, but soon returneds 

“By the way,” said Harrington, ‘‘I forgot to say that 
my friend expects to have a box sent here during the day. 
Will you have it put in his room ?” 

“ Certainly.” = 

“It may be pretty heavy. It’s full of books, I believe. 
And there are some pictures in ‘it, so tell your porters to 
be careful.” 

oi will,” 

Harrington paid the price of the lodgings for a week. 
He had no sooner done this than the box appeared. 

It was carried up to the room by Harrington’s direc- 
tion. Nick came out of his place of concealment, and 
| Stood in the hall. He was impenetrably disguised, and did 
not fear to take the chance of being seen. 


While Harrington and the porters were up stairs with 
the box, there came a loud ring at the bell. 

The door was opened, and Nick, to his great surprise, 
beheld Ione upon the steps. She was closely vailed, but 
he recognized her at once. 

“A gentleman has just come to this house,” she said to 
the landlady. “I wish to see him.” 

“Very well,” was the reply. “He is up stairs. Wait a 
few minutes and he will come down.” - 

The young woman went into the reception room, where 
she began to pace up and down in great excitement. 

Presently Harrington came down the stairs. The land- 
lady met him in the hall and told him that some one 
‘wished to see him in the reception-room. 


He started back, and turned pale, but almost instantly 
recovered his composure. When, however, he reached 
| the door of that small room, and found who waited for 
him, the shock of surprise was tremendous. 

‘Tone !” he gasped. “How did you come here?” 

“T followed you, Harold,” said the girl, in a voice which 
thrilled with the intensity of her emotion. “What have 
| you done with my brother?” 

“For God’s sake, don’t speak of that here, [——” 

| “Knough of vour falsehoods. Yon promised me when 
we left that house that he should follow-at once, and that 
I should meet him in Liverpool.” 

“Don’t talk so loud. Do you wish to let the whole world 

‘know of our troubles?” 
“T think it is time that somebody knew of them. Hith- 
-erto my love for you has kept me silent through all your 
violence and crime. Even when I found that you had my 
‘brother imprisoued in that house, I did not attempt to be- 
tray you. 

“T believed that the fault was more that villain Lam- 
Teven urged Paul to sign away my 
I believed that you 


”) 


‘ley’s than yours. 
'property-from hig care to yours. 
‘would make our marriage legal, and—— 
| Harrington gasped out an exclamation that sounded 
like a round oath stifled between his teeth, 
“We-can’t talk of these matters here,” he said, in @ 
voice like a groan. “Come back to the hotel.” 
“T will not leave this house till I learn what hag 
brought you here.” 
- “Then come up stairs. 
a friend—a man I met in London. 
molested.” 
|. “Ag you please. I do not care where we come to an un- 
derstanding, if it be soon.” : : 
- They came out of the reception-room. Nick took care 
not to.be seen by them. 
He hastened up the stairs ahead of them, and took up a 
nosition where he could see the door of the room which 
Harrington had taken. 


T have engaged a room for—for 
We can talk there un- 


> 


ae” 
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For a moment he thought it best to arrest the villain Otherwise the first grip of those iron arms about him 
on the spot. He feared for the safety of the girl. would have crushed his ribs. - 

A moment’s reflection, however, convinced him that Asit was, he eluded the hold, and threw the strong. 
she had nothing to fear. It would be madness for Har- man heavily on his side. But Nick had to go with him. 
rington to attempt a murder in that house where he be- Ashley had a grip on the detective with one hand which 
lieved that he already had one victim’s body concealed. , couldn’t be loosened. 

They passed :ato the room. Nick wished to overhear; For acouple of minutes the best judge of wrestling in 
the conversation, but he dared not listen at the doorin the world would have had hard work to follow the move- 
the hall. Too many people were passing back and forth. ments of these agile giants. 5 


He decided to try a room adjoining. | Then there was a sudden break. Ashley reached for his 
As he approached the door of one of them, he heard man, and failed to find him. In another second Nick had 
the voice of a woman singing within. fastened the hold which is known as the ‘‘double-Nelson,” 


Evidently that would not do. He went toward the room and the strong man was helpless. 
on the other side. . This hold is barred in most wrestling matches. Itis a 

As he passed the door of Harrington’s room, he heard neck-breaker, Ashley knew it well enough, and he wisely 
Tone’s voice. ceased to struggle. 

‘“‘Wretch !” she exclaimed. ‘I see your whole villainy! Nick held him with both hands clasped on the back of 
as plain as the day. You have made mea partner in your the giant’s enormous neck, and pressed his head down 
crimes. It is through me that you have reached my, Upon the floor. 


brother.” Then, in that extraordinary position, he proceeded to 
Harrington’s reply was inaudible. Again Ione spoke. make a treaty of peace. It is needless to record what was 
‘“‘Let me see it. Itis his body.” said, but when the champion weight-lifter was permitted 
Nick was unspeakably surprised. The girl had guessed to regain his feet, he was pledged to hear the detective’s 
the real purpose of that box. explanation. 


Why did she not make some outcry? Instead, she had| He heard it, and was convinced. 
lowered her voice, and what she said next did not reach’ Meanwhile all noise in the adjoining room had ceased. 
Nick’s ears. i Nick listened at the wall. There was no sound. y 
Then, accompanied by Ashley, he went into the hail. 


He waited a inoment to be sure that Harrington would : : : 
5 ; He listened at the door of Elarrington’s room. All was 


not make an attack upon the girl. 


There was no sign of it. She continued talking in a still. ; . 
deep, low murmur. Harrington did not utter a word. oe ee was fastened. Nick picked the lock, and they 
entered. - 


At this moment steps were heard upon the stairs. 
Nick was obliged to vacate his position. 


He stepped to the door of the adjoining room, and list- | °° DL oealatnod S ahlou dicho; 
ened a single moment. There was no sound within, but Heavens, look there !” exclaimed Ashley, in horror. 


from the room where Harrington and Ione were, came a’ He pointed to the carpet by the bed. There wasa red 


wrenching, creaking sound. pool of blood. : 
: = Nick put his hand on the bed covering. It was wet with 


“By all that is marvelous!” muttered. Nick. “She has : ; : : 
persuaded him to open that box.” , blood, but as it was red, the stain had not at first at- 
I ESP ee tracted attention. 
n an instant he had turned a skeleton key in the door. An icy chill went to Nick’s heart. Had he let the beau- 


It opened, and at the same moment Nick heard a key'|,. ea as aie . 9 
drop on the inside. He had pushed it out with his. tiful Greek be murdered «Imost under his eyes! 


No sooner was the door open than Nick heard a man’s 
deep voice say : 
‘*Well, upon my word, this is cool !” 


Nobody was there. The box stood in a corner with the 
cover securely nailed down. 


‘‘T beg your pardon,” said Nick. “I must have made a CHAPTER X. 
mistake in the room.” 

‘‘A mistake; I don’t think !” exclaimed the occupant of A TERRIBLE REVENGE. 
the room. 


He was a young man, witha big, square face,anda| ‘‘Murder!” cried Ashley, “but where is the body ?” 
heavy jaw. He was without coat or vest, and the phe-; Nick knew well enough. On the floor by the box were 
nominal development of his chest and shoulders was thus the books which he had packed init, as well asthe mats 


plainly visible. ‘and cushions with which he had filled the extra space. 
“T guess I know a thief when I see one,” continued the To tear the cover from the box was the work of an in- 
man. 'stant. 


“You're mistaken,” Nick protested, for it was neces-| A ghastly sight was revealed, but it was not what Nick 


gary, at all hazards, to avoid an alarm. “I’m a detect-| had feared. It was the body of Harrington. 
The beautiful Greek had accomplished her own ven- 


ive.” 
The man laughed. | geance. ; 
. Then they’ll be glad to see you at the nearest station-| Nick dragged the body out. It was transfixed with a 
house,” he said, “and I propose to take you there.” dagger, sharp as a needle, and so long that the point pro- 
“You'll make a fool of yourself if you try it,” Nick an-| truded from the dead man’s back. . 
swered. ‘I can explain to you in one minute——” The weapon had evidently passed straight through the 
But before Nick could complete his sentence, the man, | villain’s heart. « 


He must have died without a groan. 


without the slightest warning, sprang upon him. ; 
The body had fallen back upon the bed, and so there 


In that instant Nick recognized him. _ He had seen the 
man’s face on posters and show bills. had been no noise. : - : : 
It was a theatrical boarding-house, as the reader will It must have been done while Nick was listening at the 
remember. Nick had been unfortunate enough to intrude door: He remembered to have heard an exclamation 
into the room of Ashley, the strong man, who called him- from Harrington, but it had sounded like a muttered 
self the champion weight-lifter and chain-breaker of Eng-, word of rage—not a death-cry. ; 
land. ¢ Gara ~ | ‘The woman must have been nearly crazed with rage, 
The struggle which followed was something that beg- for she had gone on talking after the act of stern justice 
_gars description. Neither man spoke a word. : had been accomplished. _ 
Ashley was too confident of his own strength to think! Nick called in one of his men from the street, and put 
of calling for assistance, and after the first minute, both him in charge of the body. ; 
men had another use for their breath. They could not He learned from this man that the girl had been seen. 
spare any of it for conversation. to leave the house, but that her connection with the affair 
Well was it for Nick that he had constantly practiced had not been suspected. Nobody had followed her, or had 
wrestling with the best men in the professional arena. noticed which way she turned on leaving Essex Court. 
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Nick remembered that he had heard Harrington speak 
of a hotel. This gave him a sufficient clew. Evidently all 
the hotels in Liverpool must be searched 

The nearest important hotel to the place where Nick 
stood was the Glenham.  __ 

Nick went there at once: The first person he saw on en- 
tering was Chick. : 

“Theéy are here,” said Chick, as soon as he had greeted 
his chief. “At least, they came here, and lone and the 
Fox are in the house now. 


“The girl came in about five minutes ago. Where Har- 


rington is, I do not know.” 


“He is dead,” said Nick, and he briefly related the 
events in Essex Court. 

“Tam sorry,” he said, in conclusion, “that I did not 
arrest Harrington at once. But I wanted to hear his con- 
versation with the girl. I wanted to make sure how she 
stood, and above all, to learn, if possible, where the Fox 
was. - ee 

“TfT had arrested Harrington, and he had proved ob- 
stinate, and the girl had not known where the Fox was, I 
might have missed him. And, after all, he’s the biggest 
villain of the whole lot.” ‘ 

“ He’s furnished the brains, I guess,” said Chick. “I’ve 
found out who he is. He’s a mau who has been suspected 
of pretty nearly everything in the high-class crooked 
But no crime has ever been brought home to him. 
His real name is Richard Lamley, and he is known as 
‘Slippery Dick’ or ‘Foxy Dick’ in the criminal aristoc- 


= racy.” 


~ Well, his game is up.” 

“T guessit is. Every outlet of this hotel is guarded.” 

“Then let’s take him now. Ah, there’s Ione.” 

At this moment the beautiful Greek passed through 
the hall toward the entrance used by ladies. 

She was vailed, and alone. 

A porter behind her, carried a traveling bag, and sev- 
eral other articles. 

The detectives watched the girl enter acarriage. The 
porter put the bag and other things upon the forward 
seat. 

“Tl follow, Chick,” said Nick, “you look out for the 
Fox.” 

Ione’s carriage took her to the station. 

Nick surmised that she was going to London. 

But when she had paid her cabman, she passed through 
the station, and took another cab on the other side. 

In this she drove to the steamship landing-stage. One 
of the Cunard steamers was about tosail. The tug was 
ready to carry out the last of the passengers. 

Nick could not permit the girl to leave the country. He 
was obliged to stop her on the stage. 

This he did as delicately as he could, for he sympa- 
thiscd heartily with her. A single glance at her face, 
when he stood before her, showed ‘him that she was prac- 
tically insane with the sorrow and the tragic horror of 
her recent experiences. 

The scene need not be described. Nick spoke to her in 
her native language, and this seemed to calm her. But it 
was half hysterically that she poured out her story into 
his ears, as they drove back to the hotel. 

Most of it Nick had already fathomed. The girl had 
been brought up in Greece, but in the last few years had 
visited Americans residing in Rome. 

- It was there that she learned what she knew of the En- 
glish language. The Americans were of Greek descent, 
and knew her native tongue. 

There she had met Harrington, whose real name, was 
Harold Leacroft. She had fallen madly in love with him. 

He had pretended to marry her, and had brought her 
to England. There they had'met Lamley, and the two vil- 
lains had plotted to obtain control of her fortune. 

They had, unknown to her, lured her brother to the 
house which they had hired in Beckenham. 

With what followed the reader is familiar. 

Krotel had suspected that his sister’s marriage was ille- 
gal (as a matter of fact Harrington was a bigamist. a 
dozen times over), and had refused to give up his control 


_ of the property. 


After the stirring events at the Beckenham house, Ione, 


las the reader knows, had been persuaded to accompany 
_the villains to Liverpool, by the promise of seeing her 
| brother there. 

But at the Glenham, that morning, she had crept from 
j;her room alony a fire-escape to a window where she over- 
heard a conversation between the two men, which had let 
her completely into their secrets. ae 

Then she had followed Harrington for the purpose of 
revenge. All her conduct at the house in Essex Court 
had been merely for the purpose of getting him alone. 
The reader knows how well she had succeeded. 

After that time, she said, her memory could not carry 
her. What she had done with the body of Harrington, 
what had happened at the Glenham, and why she had 
come to the Cunard pier, she could not tell. 

Thus her story ended, and at that moment the carriage 
stopped before the Glenham Hotel. 

Chick was waiting to receive his chief. 

“Have you got the Fox?” asked Nick. 

“‘T found him dead in his den,” said Chick, “with a 
dagger in his heart.”. 

At these words Ione fell back witha cry. In another 
moment she.was raving in the most violent hysteria. : 

And so ended Nick’s great London mystery. 

lone recovered her reason. 

She was brought to trial for the killing of the two men, 
but there was never any prospect of convicting her. Nick 
secured her acquittal easily enough. There was really no 
doubt that she was insane when she accomplished her 
terrible revenge. 

Paul Krotel also recovered, and he and his sister are 
now trying to forget the awful past, amid the beautiful 


and historic scenes of their native land. 


[THE END. | 
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